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the note which I find of it is no more than this:—' He ran over the grand scale of human knowledge; advised me to select some particular branch to excel in, but to acquire a little of every kind.' The defect of my minutes will be fully supplied by a long letter upon the subject which he favoured me with, after I had been some time at Utrecht, and which my readers will have the pleasure to peruse in its proper place.
We walked in the evening in Greenwich Park. He asked me, I suppose, by way of trying my disposition, ' Is not this very fine?1 Having no exquisite relish of the beauties of Nature1, and being more delighted with 'the busy hum of men2,' I answered, ' Yes, Sir; but not equal to Fleet-street3.1 JOHNSON. 'You are right, Sir.'
I am aware that many of my readers may censure my want of taste. Let me, however, shelter myself under the authority of a very fashionable Baronet4 in the brilliant world, who, on his attention being called to the fragrance of a May evening in the country, observed, ' This may be very well; but, for my part, I prefer the smell of a flambeau at the play-house5.'
We staid so long at Greenwich, that our sail up the river, in our return to London, was by no means so pleasant as in the morning; for the night air was so cold that it made me shiver. I was the more sensible of it from having sat up all the night before, recollecting and writing in my journal what I thought worthy of preservation; an exertion, which, during the first part
1 More passages than one in Bos-well's Letters to Temple shew this absence of relish. Thus in 1775 he writes:—' I perceive some dawnings of taste for the country' (p. 216); and again:—' I will force a taste for natural beauties' (p. 219).
* Milton's L'Allegro, 1. 118.
3  Sue post, April 2, 1775, and April 17, 1778.
4  My friend Sir Michael Le Fleming.    This  gentleman, with  all  his experience of sprightly and elegant life, inherits, with the beautiful family Domain, no inconsiderable share of that love of literature, which distinguished his venerable  grandfather,
the Bishop of Carlisle. He one day observed to me, of Dr. Johnson, in a felicity of phrase, ' There is a blunt dignity about him on every occasion.' BOSWELL.
5 Wordsworth's lines to the Baronet's daughter, Lady Fleming, might be applied to the father :— ' Lives there a man whose sole delights
Are trivial pomp and city noise, Hardening a heart that loathes or
slights
What every natural  heart  enjoys?' Wordsworth's Poems, 5v. 338.
of, I trust, because I never yet did hear that any one person called himself a Methodist.1 Ftogsi Letters, ii. 119.
